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From all that by our solitude.    The plagues
That smite the city spare the solitudes.

BECKET.

God save him from all sickness of the soul!

Thee too, thy solitude among thy nuns,

May that save thee !    Doth he remember me ?

ROSAMUND.
I warrant him.

BECKET.
He is marvellously like thee.

ROSAMUND,
Liker the King.

BECKET.

No, daughter.

ROSAMUND.

Ay, but wait
Till his nose rises; he will be very king.

BECKET.
Ev'n so : but think not of the King: farewell!

ROSAMUND.
My lord, the city is full of armed men.